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din of battle had ceased, and next morning the bay was quiet. We
never knew the outcome of the struggle.
Though the Grand Trunk rails were yet a thousand miles from
Prince Rupert, business, led by real-estate speculators and dealers,
followed hard on the heels of the building gangs. Population was
increasing so fast that we grew more sanguine of the future than
ever; and when I had completed my work on the island, the com-
pany moved me over to the mainland, six miles south, to clear and
lay out residence streets, thinking that the town would spread to
that point.
I took with me a corps of Japanese axe-men, and my first order to
them Was to build me a cabin of red cedar logs on the edge of
the sea. In this I disposed my belongings. I had a Japanese cook
and factotum to take care of me, and I was never happier in my
life. I was the only white man at this place, but I liked my Japs—
nice fellows, all of them. Once when they were celebrating a holi-
day they invited me to their feast. It was a dinner entirely of
Japanese dishes, with sake wine to whet the appetite.
April, 1907, found my work at Prince Rupert finished. I came
back East to see my people, doing nothing thereafter for several
months. Then I grew restless again and went to Montreal to try
to find a job, for I had fallen in love with railroad civil engineering.
There I met one of my old division engineers of the Grand Trunk
who had gone over to the Canadian Pacific to work on the survey
for double-tracking that road. He had drawn the Smiths Falls
(Ontario) section and hired me as transit-man.
This survey took from September to January. Our party lived in
a box-car, which was shunted along to keep pace with the survey.
Our route lay through French Canadian country, and the towns
had funny names—St. Polycarpe, St. Clet. The French Canadians
seemed very suspicious or shy people. They were always peeking
at us out of their windows. Yet we liked them on closer acquaint-
ance. This district is wonderful apple country, and we went through
just at harvest-time.
That winter the Canadian Pacific Railway was sponsoring a
course at McGill University, Montreal, in railway surveying and
practical astronomy. My service with the company in Ontario en-
titled me to a scholarship, and I remained as a student until the

